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Neither were there permitted any commentaries on the
crime, nor the least reference5 in news reports3 to the parti-
cipation in the deed of one officer of the civil guard and
officers and men of the assault guards. But this iron censor-
ship was not enough. There remained another item to be
suppressed. The publication of the funeral announcement
was prohibited.
To these journalistic precautionary measures there were
added other political ones. All the Right political centres
in Spain were closed. Men were arrested by the hundred.
Police stations were jammed to overflowing with reputable
people taken by surprise in their homes, who were clapped
into cells without a word of explanation. Thousands of
persons in Madrid lived like fugitives, hiding, sleeping in a
different house every night, fearful of falling into the hands
of the man-hunting officers of the law.
Those were hot, intolerable, July nights, made endless by
insomnia, accompanied by the sound of automobiles that
went, like meteors, in search of innocence, or came with
human prey to darkened cells. Nights of fever, enervating,
pulsing with a hurried, anguished beat, patrolled by Socialist
and Communist militia, pistol-girded, bragging, challeng-
ing, bloodthirsty, drugged with that hatred lauded by their
press as a sign of Marxist loyalty. Suffocating nights, un-
nervingj boiling, endless, in that sad Madrid of July, 19365
troubled by mysterious premonitions and gnawed by un-
easiness. Suddenly that city turned vicious as a snakes' nest>
and men's eyes stared suspiciously, and the air was heavy
with electric tension, and the portents of evil blackened all
the skies. The flame was flickering on the fuse and was
drawing nearer to the powder charge.